An Interview with Philippe Sollers David Hayman
Philippe Sollers is a controversial figure in French letters today. Editor of the left-wing journal Tel Quel, a periodical which has published some of the most daring critical and philosophical as well as political speculation (and polemics), Sollers is a prolific novelist and critic. He is also a protean figure capable of quick volte faces. His creative life began when at the age of 21 he published his first novel Une Curieuse solitude, an initiation narrative deriving largely from what he himself calls the classical French tradition but one which owes as much to Georges Bataille as it does to Marcel Proust. Though this book has been dis avowed by its author, it bears witness to his precocious verbal gifts and his re markable ability as a storyteller. The middle-class boy's premier amour with an unpredictable Spanish servant is somewhat more than the conventional tale in this genre. Appropriately, it is the only novel by Sollers that has been translated into English (A Strange Solitude, 1959). Sollers' later fiction consists of a series of highly structured but plodess verbal tours de force, attempts to develop the "lyrico-epic" style which he described in this interview and which is best illustrated by the passage from H published in this issue of The Iowa Review. A continuing series of permutations of language as a medium for semi-narrative forms and carefully integrated "political" state ments, these "novels" have led to, rather than derived from, an appreciation of writer-heroes like Joyce, Pound, Mallarm?. Sollers' "fiction" has also tended to justify his position as leader (along with the novelist-critic Jean Ricardou and the brilliant and playful experimentalist Maurice Roche) of the post-New Novel ists, a tendency loosely called the New-New Novel. The confusion generated by this tag has led Sollers to suggest that this "movement" be rebaptized The There is evidence of elaborate scene setting which proves he was aware that the extracts he was publishing dur ing this period were quite dangerous. So he was obliged to pretend that he was engaged in writing some sort of "great work," but hiding the tide. He worked out a secret strategy which finally seems to me to be a mode of protection.
It seems that he knew he was doing something dangerous and unacceptable. According to its subtide, it treats literature, philosophy, science, politics. There is a whole dynamic history to be written some day, not now, since we are still in process. The point is that these several aspects interrelate.
DH: Is it dangerous in a social
The originality of the review, like that of certain others which have the same concerns, lies in the awareness that we must put literature within a general context of development, a context at once historical, political and philosophical. Further, we must locate literary practice at the very center of these several disciplines, these several realities. At the end of the 20th century we are abandoning the idea that literature has to be written by a "maudit," an individual set apart and seemingly enclosed by his creative 
